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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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count BALDWIrx, Father to Biron and Carlos. 
BIxox, married to Iſabella, ſuppoſed dead. 


CAx Los, his younger Brother. 


VII IE ROT, in love with Iſabella, marries her. 


TSABELLA) marries to Biron and Ville *. 
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SAMPSON „Porter to Count Baldwin. 
A Child of Iſabella's, by Biron. 
BELLTORD, a Friend of Biron's. 


PzDro, a 1 to Carlos. 
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Officers, Servant ts, Aren and Women. 
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SCENE, before Count Bald win's Houſe. 
Enter Villeroy and Carlos. 


HIS conſtancy of yours will eſtabliſh an 
immortal reputation among the women. 
Vil. If it would eftatl.ſh me with Iſabella 
Car. Follow her, follow her: Troy town was won 
at laſt. 
1. I have follow'd her theſe ſeven years, and 
now but live in hopes. 

Car. But live in hopes! Why, hope is the ready 
road, the lover's baiting-place; and for aught you 
know, but one ſtage ſhort of the poſſeſſion of your 
miſtreſs. 

Vil. But my hopes, I fear, are more of my own 
making, than her's; and proceed rather from my 
withes, than any encouragement ſhe has given me. 

Car. That I can't tell: the ſex is very various: 
there are no certain meaſures to be preſcrib'd or fol- 
low'd, in making our approaches to the women. 
All that we have to do, I think, is to attempt 'em 
iv the weakeſt part, Preſs them but hard, and they 
will all fall under the neceſſity of a ſurrender at laft, 
That favour comes at once; and ſometimes when 
we leaſt expect it. 

J. 1 (hall be glad to find it fo. 

Car. You will find it ſo. Every place is to be ta- 
ken, that is not to be reliev'd: the muſt comply. 

Val. I'm going to viſit her. | 

Car, What intereſt a brother-in-law can have with 
her, depend upon. 

Vil. 1 know your intereſt, and I thank you, 

Car. You are prevented—ſee, the mourner comes: 
She weeps, as ſeven years were ſeven hours; 

So freſh, unfading, is the memory 

Of my poor brother's, Biron's, death. 

| leave you to your opportunity. [Exit Vile 

Tho" I have taken care to root her from our houſe, 

I would tranſplant her into Villeroy's; 

There is an ewl fate that waits upon her, 

To which 1 wiſh him wedded—Only him: 

His upſtart family, with haughty brow, 

(Tho' Villeroy and myſelf are ſeeming friends) 

Looks down upon. our houſe; his ſiſter roo, 

Whoſe hand { aſk'd, and was with fcorn rerus'd, 

Lives in my breaſt, and ſires me to revenge. 

They bend this way | 

Perhaps, at laſt, ſhe ſeeks my father's doors; 

They ſhall be mut, and he prepar'd to give 

The beggar and her brat à cold reception. 

That boy's an adder in my path they come; 

I'll ftand apart, and watch their motions. [Retires. 
Enter Villeroy, with Iſabella and ber little San. 
Ia. Why do you follow me? you know 1 am 

A bankrupt every way: too far engag 'd 

Ever to make return; 1 own you've been 
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More than a brother to me, my friend; | 
And at a time when friends are found nv more, 
A friend to my misfortunes, 

Vil. I muſt be 

Always your friend, 

Tja. I have known, and found you 

Truly my friend; and would I could be yours; 
But the unfortunate cannot be friends. 

Pray, be gone; 

Take warning, and be happy, 

Vil. Happineſs! 

There's none for me without you, 

What ſerve the goods of fortune for! To raiſe 
My hopes, that you at laſt will ſhare them with me. 

Iſa. i muſt not hear you. 

Vil. Thus, at this awful diſtance, I have fery'd 
A (even years bondag?-—Do I call it bondage, 
When I can never wiſh to be redeem'd! 

No, let me rather linger out a life 

Of expectation that you may be mine, 

Than be reſtor'd to the indifference 

Of ſeeing you, without this pleaſing pains 

I've loſt myſelf, and never would be found, 

But in theſe arms. 

Iſa. Oh, I have heard all this 

But muſt no more=—the charmer is no more: 

My bury'd huſband riſes in the face 

Of my dear boy, and chides me for my Rtay,.mm— 
Canſt thou forgive me, child? 

Child. Why, have you done a fault? You cry as 
if you had. Indeed now, I've done nothing to of- 
fend you: but if you kiſs me, and look ſo very ſad 
upon me, I ſhall cry too. 

Iſa. My little angel, no; you muſt not cry: 
Sorrow will overtake thy ſteps too * | 

[ ſhould not haſten it. 

Vil. What can I ſay! 

The arguments that make againſt 1 my hopes 
Prevail upon my heart, and fix me more: 
When yet a virgin, free, and undiſpos'd, 
I loy'd, but ſaw you only with my eyes; 
could not reach the beauties of your ſoul; 


{| have ſince liv'd in contemplation 


And long experience of your growing goodneſs : 
What then was paſſion, is my judgment now, 
Thro' all the ſeveral changes of your life, 
Confirm'd and ſettled in adoring you. 

Ia. Nay, then I muſt be gone. If you're my friend, 
If you regard my little intereſt, 
No more of this; you ſee, I grant you all 
That friendſhip will allow, Be ſtill my friend z 
That's all I can receive, or have to give. 
l'm going to my father; he needs not an excuſe 


[To uſe me ill; pray, leave me to the trial. 


Vil. I'm only born to be what you would have 
The creature of your power, and muſt obey; [ me, 


i hy every thing obey ao I am going: ; 
A2 


| 
| 
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But all good fortune go along with you. _ 
Ha. | ſhall need all your wiſhes—— 
Lock'd! and faſt! 
Where is the charity that us'd to ſtand, 
In our forefathers hoſpitable days, 
At great men's doors, ready for our wants, 
Like the good angel of the family, | 
With open arms taking the needy in, 
To feed and clothe, to-comfort and relieve "em? » {| 
Now even their gates are ſhut againft their poor. | 
i | { She knocks again-! 
Enter Sampſon to Her. | 
Sar: p. Well, what's to do now, I trow? You 


[ Exit. 
[ Knicks, 


| 


heed, as young men will have their vagariez, 


having the fear of his father before his eyes, 3 


may lay, wilfully marries this Iſabella. 
Samp. How, wilfully! he ſhould have ha þ, 
conſent, methinks. 
Nurſe. No, wilfully marries her; and, wh; 
was worſe, after ſhe had ſettled all her fortune 1 
a nunnery, which te broke out of to run away yj; 


him. They ſay they.had the church's forgivens;, 
but 1 had rather it had been his father's, Oh! 
Samp. Why in good truth, and 1 think our Your Hd 


maſter was not in the wrong, but in marrying witer 
out a portion. 


| * (); 4 

knock as loud as if you were invited; and that's Nurſe. That was the quarre), I believe, Sh e: 

more than I heard of: but I can tell you, you may fon: upon this, my old lord would never ee hig: C. 
. . * . . . , * * } 

look twice about you for Aa welcome, Ina great Ian s diſtahetited him; TOOK his yaun Cer brotaer, Carlos, | Rect 


family, before you find it, unleſs you bring it gong} 


with you, 

T/a. J hope I bring my welcome along with me: 
Is your lord at home ? 

Samp. My lord at home! | 

1ja. Count Baldwin lives here itill? | 

Samp. Ay, ay, Count Baldwin does live here; and 
T am his porter: but what's that to the purpoſe, 
good woman, of my lord's being at home? 

Iſa. Why, don't you know me, friend? 

Semp. Not I, not I, miitreis; I may have ſeen 
you beſore, or ſo: but men of employment muſt, 
forget their acquaintance; eſpecially ſuch as we are | 
never to be the better for. : | 

[Going to but the door; Nurle enters, bawing | 
_ ewerheard bim. 

Narſe. Heniſomer werds would become you, and, 
mend your manners, Sampſon; do you know who | 
you prate to? | 

Ja. Jam glad you know me, Nuzie, 3 

Nurſe, Marry, Heav'n furbid, Madam, that I, 
ſhould ever forget you, or my little jewel! pray go! 
in—IIſabella goes in vith her Child. ] Now my blel- | 
ling go along with you, wherever you go, or what- | 
ever you are about.—Fie, Sampſon, how could" 
thou be ſuch a Saracen? A Turk would have been 
a better chiiſtian, than to have done ſo barbarouſſy 
by ſo good a lady. | 

Samp. Why look you, Nurſe, I know you of od: 
by your good-will you would have a finger in every 
body's pye, but mark the end on't; if I am call'd 
to account about it, I know what I have to fay. | 

Nurſe, Marry, come up here! ſay your pleaſure, 
and ſpare not. Refuſe his eldeſt ſon's widow, and 
poor child, the comfort of ſeeing him! She does not | 
trouble him ſo often | 

Samp. Not that I am againft it, Nurſe, but we | 
are but ſervants, you know: w* mutt have no lik- 
ings, but our lord's; and muſt do a+ we are ordered, 
But what is the buſineſs, Nutſe? You have been in 
the family before I came into the world: what's the | 
reaſon, pray, that this daughter-in-law, who has fo 


; 
[1 


| good a report in every body af mouth, is ſo little ſet 


by, by my lord? 


Nurſe. Why, I tell you, Sampſon, more nor leſr; But now it's laſt ſupporting means are gone; 


In tell rhe truth, that's my way, you know, with- 
out adding or diminiſhing. | | 
Samp. Av, marry, Nurſe. 


Bur miſery is very apt to talk: 


| ln charitable pity to our wants, 

[At laſt have left us: now bereft of all, 
Nuric, My lord's eldclt ſon, Biron by name, the \ ut this laſt trial of a cruel father, 

ſon of his boſom, and the ſon that he would have o ſave us both from ſinking.— Oh, my child! 

-lov's beſt, if he had as many as King Pyrainus of ; Kneel with me, knock at nature in his hear: : 

Troy. — his Biron, as I was ſaying, was a lovely, Let the reſemblance of a once-lov'd ſon 

ſweet gentleman, and indeed, nobody could blame 

his father for loving him: he was a fon for the King? And plead the fatherleſs and widow's caule. 

of Spain, God bleſs him, for I was his nurſe. But Oh, if you ever hope to be forgiven, 

now | come to the point, Sampſon; this Biron, 4s yuu ill need to be forgiven too, 

Pithour ang the advice of his friends, hand over| Forget cur faults, that Heaven may pardon youre. 


into favour, whom he never car'd for before; A. 
at laſt forc'd Biron to go to the ſiege of Cane 
where he was kilied. 


90 

Janip. Alack-a-day, poor gentleman, * 
Nurje. For which my old lord hates her; a; g 
ſhe had been the cauſe of his going thither. W. 
Samp. Alas, alas, poor lady! ſhe has ſuf; ] 
for't: {he has liv'd a great while a widow. ( 
Nurſe. A great while indeed, for a young wo IE 
man, Sampſon. | 00 
Samp. Gad ſo! here they come; I won't vente? 
to be ſcen. By 
Enter Count Baldwin, followed by Iſabella and |, WM £1 
Chiid. Th 


C. Bald. Whoever of your friends directed you, 
Miſguided and abns'd you There's your wayz _ 
I can afford to ſhew you out again: 

What could you expect from me? 
Tja. Oh, I have nothing to expect on earth! 


| thought I miglt be heard. 
C. Bald. What can you ſay? 
is there in eloquence, can thers be in words 
A recompenſing pow'r, a remedy, 
A reparation of the injuries, 
The great calamities, that you have brought 
On nie, and mine? You have deſtroy'd thoſe hops, 
I tondly ra;s'd,, through my deciining life, 
To reſt my age upon? and moſt undone me. 
Tja. i have undone myſeli” too, 
C. Bald. Speak it again; 
Say ſtill you are undone, and I will hear you, 
With pleaſure hear you. 
Tia. Would wy ruin pleaſe vou? 
C. Fail, Beyond all other pleaſures 
Ta. Then you are pleas'd for l am moſt undone, 
C. Bld. I pray'd but for revenge, and Hrav't, 
has heard, 
And ſent it to my wiſhes: theſe grey hairs 
Would have gone duwn in ſorrow to the grave, 
Which you have dug for me, without the thought, 
The thought of leaving you more wretched here. 
Ij2. Indeed, Jam moſt wretched ! 
[ loit with Biron all the joys of life: 


0 


— 


All the kind helps that Heav'n in pity rais'd, 


Speak in this little one, who never wrong'd you, 


(. hold. How dare you mention Heav'n Call to mind 
our petzut d vows; your plighted, broken faith 

ro Heav'n, and all things holy: were you not 

Pevo'ed, wedded to a life recluſe, 

The ſacr2d habit on, profe ſo'd and ſworn 

| rotary tor ever? Can you think 

The ſacrilegious wretch, that robs the ſhrine, 

5 thunder— proof 7 | 
J. There, cheie, began my woes, | 

Oh! hac i never teen my Biron's face, 

Yd he not tempted me, | had not iall'n, 

But fill continued innecent, and free 


3 | | 
Ota bad world, which oni he had pow'r ö 


16 reconctic, and make me try again, 
C. Lald. Your own inconſtancy 
Reconcil'd you tothe world: 
he had no hand to bring you back again, 
tet what you eave him. Circe, you prevail'd 
Upon his honeſt mind, transforming him 
From virtue, and himſelf, into what thapes 


yu had occaſton for; and what he did 


| 
Wes farit intpir'd by you. \ 


a Ob! 1 bave fins to Hear? n, but none to him. 
ald. Had my wretched fon 
Ba ry'd a beggar's baſtard, taken her 
Out of her rags, and made her ot my blood, 


Tie miſchief might have ceas'd, and ended there; 


But bringing you into a family, 
Entails a curſe upon the name and houſe 
That takes you in: the only part vi me 
That did receive you, perith's io; his crime. 
'Tis a defiance to offended Hroay'n, 
Barely to pity you: Yuur fins purſue you. 
Jſa. Not for myſel{-—for Jam pat the hopes 
Of being heard but for this jinnogengt— 
And the: I never will diſturb you more. 
C. Paid. 1 almoſt pity the unhappy child: 
Bu: being 
//:. Look on him as your ſon's; 
And let his part in him anſwer for mine. 
3 ſave, deſend him, fave him trom the wrongs 
hat fall upon the poor. 
* Lala. it touches me 
ve him; but, to keep him ſafe, 
Never come near him more. 
Jiu. What take him from me! 
No, we mult never part: tis the !at hold 
Uf comfort I have left; and when he fails, 
Ali goes along with him, Ol! 
I live but in my child. 
No, let me pray in vein, and beg my biead 
From door co door, to feed his daily wants, 
Rather than always loſe him. 
C. Bald. Then have your chi la, and feed him 
wu VOUT Pray fr 
You, . rafcal, fl.ve, what 60 I keep you for? 
Haw came thi is woman in? 
 Samp. Why indeed, my loid, I did as good as tel) 
Her, betore, my thoughts upon the matier— 
C. Bold. Did you fo, Sir? Now Shen, tell her mine; 
Tell her 1 lent you to her. | 7 br: Him texuards ber. 
There's one more to provide for. | 


1 23 * 
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Semp. Good, my lord, what I did was in perfect 


obedience to the old Nut ſe there 3 1 told her what it 
would come to. 

C. Bald. What! this was a plot upon me. And 
You too, beldame, were vou in the conſpiracy. ? Be 
gone, go all together; take any road bat this to beg 
or ſtarve in; but never, never fee me More—— 


Ile drives em off before Bim. 


Ijo. Then — n have mercy on me! 
{Exit with ber. (A iid, felibær od by Sampſon 
4:4 Nurſe. | 


| I muſt keep up appearances with her too, 


r „ 


E. 
SCENE continues. 
Enter Villeroy and Carlos, mecting. 
"MI Y iciend, I fear to aſæ but Iſabella 
The lovely widow's tears, her orphans 
cries, 


Thy father mutt feel for them No, I read, 
| read their cold reception in thine es 


{Thou pitieſt them tho' Baldwin--burt I ſpare him 


For Culos' ſake; thou art no lon of his. 
There needs not this to endzar thee more to me. 
[4 mird. 
Cir. My Vi leroy, the fatherleſs, the widow, 


Are terms not undetſtood within theſe gate?:— 

| You muſt forgive him, Sir; he thinks this woman 
Is Biron's tate, that hurried him to death— 

| | mitt not think on ty eſt my triendſhip fagger. 


|My triend's, my ſiſter's, mutual advantage, 
laut reconcil'd my bolum to it's tak. 
Vil. Advantage! think not I intend to raiſe 
An inte:eft from Iſabella's wrongs. 
Your tather may have intereſted ends 


In het ungoing; but my heart has none: 


| Her happineſs muſt be my intereſt, 


| And that 1 would ereſtore. 


Car. Why fo I mean. 

| Pliefe harathips that my father lays upon her, 
| Im forty for; and wiſh 1 could prevent; 

| But he wi have his way. 

Since there's no hope from her proſperity, her 
change of tortune may alter the condition of hee 
| thoughts, and make tor you. 

i Fi. She is above her fortune. 
Car. Try her again. Women commonly love ac- 
cord in - to the circumſtances they arg in, 
7. Common women may. 
No, A h 11ive but in the hopes of her, 
An d lang for 1h” enjoy ment of thoſe hopes; 
I'd rather pine in a conſumins want 
Of what 1 with, than have the bleſſing mine, 
| From any reaſun but conſenting love. 
Oh! let me never have it to remember, 

I could betray hei coldly to comply, 

When a clear gen'rous choice beſtows her on me, 

| know to value the unequall'd gift: 
| would not have it, but to value it. 


— — 


Car. Take your own way; remember what I of- 


i fer'd came from a friend, 
Vil. 1 underſtand it ſo. I'll ſerve her for herſelf, 
without the thought of a reward. CExit. 
Car. Agree that point between you. If you mar- 
ry her any way, you do my buſineſs. 
I know him—What his gen'rous ſoul intends 
| Ripens my plots—1'll firſt to Iſabella.— 


[ Exit. 
SCENE, Iſabella's Houſe. 
upon the Flcor. 

IIa. Sooner, or later, all things paſs away, 

And are no more. The beggar and the king, 

With equal ſteps, tread forward to their end: 

The rechnciling grave ſwallows diſtinction firſt, that 

made us foes, 

| Then all alike lie down in peace together, 

| When will that hour of peace arrive for me! 

In heav'n I ſhall find it—not in heav'n! 

f my old tyrant tather can diſpoſe 

Of things avove—but, there, his intereft 

May be as pour as mine, and want a friend 

As much as I do here. | [ Peeping. 
Nite. Good Madam, be comforted. 
Ja. o 1 ceferve to be this out-calt wretch ? 


Enter Iſabella and Nurſe ; Ifabella's little Son at play 


—— te tk — 
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Abandon'd thus, and loſt? But 'tis my lot, Determine for me; I ſhall be prepar'd, 
The will of Heav'n, and I muſt not complain: The worſt that can befal me, is to die, [ 4,,; 
Iwill not for myſelf; let me bear all Hark, they are coming; let the torrent roar; © $ 
The violence of your wrath! but ſpare my child: [it can but overwhelm me in it's fall; bs 
Let not my fins be vifited on him! And life and death are now alike to me. + 
They are, they muſt; a general ruin falls [ Exeunt, the Nurſe leading the C1;14 
On cvery thing about me: thou art loft, SCENE opens, and fhiwws Carlos and V;ii.;, + 
Poor Nurſe, by being near me. with the Officers, / Jn) 
Nurſe. | can work, or beg, to do you ſervice. | Vil. No farther violence * 
Lia. Could I forget The debt in all is but four thouſand crowns : Th 
What have been, I might the better bear Were it ten times the ſum, 1 think you know Th 
What 1 am deſtin'd to: I'm not the firſt My fortune very well can anſwer it. To 
That have been wretched : but to think how much; You have my word for this: Ill fee you paid, 
I have been happier — Wild, hurrying thoughts, Off. That's as much as we can deſire : ſo we hays ( 
Start every way from my diſtracted ſoul, the money, no matter whence it comes. "i 
To find out hope, and only meet deſpair. Vil. To-morrow you ſhall have it. 1. 
What anſwer have I? Car. Thus far all's wel! T1 
Enter Sampſon. Enter Iſabella, and Nurie with the Chill, 
Samp. Why truly, very little to the purpoſe : like And now my ſiſter comes to crown the work, 
a Jew as he is, he ſays you have had more already [ Af, 
than the jewels are worth: he wiſhes you would ra- | I/. Where are the raving blood-hounds, tha; A 
ther think of redeeming* em, than expect any more | In a full cry, gaping to iwallow me? [ purſue T 
money upon 'em. [Exit Sampſon. || meet vour rage, and come to be devour'a; " 
Iſa. "Tis very well Say, which way are you to diſpoſe of me! 0 
80 — Poverty at home, and debts abroad! To cungrons, darkneſs, death! X 
My preſent fortune bad; my hopes yet worſe! Car. Have patience, 
What will become of me ! Iſa. Patience! Y 
This ring is all I have left of value now: | Off: You'll excuſe us, we are but in our office; 1 
Twas given me by my huthand his firſt gift Debts muit be paid. 0 
Upon our marriage, I've always kept it, Iſa. My death will pay you all. [ Difr add. I 
With my beſt care, the treaſure next my life: Off. While there is law to be had, people will 
And now but part with it to ſupport lite, have their own, 
Which only can be Cearer.—TFake it, Nurſe, 71. "Vis very fit they ſhould 3 but pray be gone, F 
Till ſtop the cries of hunger for a time. To-morrow certainly [ Exeunt Ofliceis. 7 
Take care of it: ( Ta. What of tu-moirow ? 7 
Manage it as the laſt remaining friend Mult I be reterv'd 
That wouid reiieve us: | Exit Nurle. J Heav'n can For frelk atf.Etiuns? 
only tell | Lil. For long hoppineſs 
Where we ſhall find another —My dear boy! Of te, I hope. a 
The labour of his birth was lighter to me | Ja. There is no hope for me. \ 
Than of my fondneſs now; my fears for him The load grows light, when we zeloiye to bear: 
Are more, than in that hour of hovering death, I'm ready for my irial, 5 | 
They could be for mvſelt—He minds me not. Car. Pray, be caim, 
His little ſports have taken up his thoughts: And know your friends. 
Oh, may they never feel che pangs of mine! Tja. My friends! Have Ia friend? 
Thinking will make me mad: why muſt I think, Car. A faithful friend; in your extremeſt Nene, 
When no thought brings me comfort! Vilieroy came in to ſave you=— 
Nurſe returns. | | [/z, Save me! How? 
Narſe. Oh, Madam! you are utterly red ad Car: By es all your creditors. 
undone; your creditors of all kinds are come in * Which way? For what? 
upon you: they have muſter'd up a regiment of 1. Let me be underſtood, 


rogues, that are come to plunder your houſe, and, And then condemn me: you have given me leave 
ſeize upon all you have in the World; they are bes To be your triend; and in that only name, 


low ! What will you do, Madam? | I now appear before you, I could with 

Iſa. Do! nothing ; no, for 1 am born to 28 8 There had been no occafion of a friend, 

Enter Carlos #9 her. Becaule | know you hate to be oblig'd; 

Car. Oh. ſiſter! can 1 call yus by that name, And til} more loath to be oblig'd by me. 
And be the ſon of this inhuman man, | Iſa. Twas that I would a vo [ Aſide, 
Inveterate to your ruin? Do not think Vil. 'm moſt unhappy, that my ſervices 
I am akin to his barbarity : Can be ſuſpected to deſign upon you; 
I muſt abhor my father's uſage of- vou; have no farther ends than to redeem you 
And from my bleeding, honeſt heart, muſt pity, | From fortune's wrongs; to ſhew myſelf at laſt, 
Pity your loſt condition. Can you think What 1 have long profeſs'd to be, your friend: 
Of any way that I may ſerve you in? | Allow me that; and to convince'you more, 


But what enrages moſt my ſenſe of grief, That I intend only your intereſt, 
My ſorrow for your wrongs, is, that my father, | Forgive what I have done, and in amends 


Fore- knowing well the ſtorm that was to fall, (If that can make you any, that can pleaſe you) 
Has order'd me not to appear for you. . ' tear myſelf for ever from my hopes, 
La. I thank your pity ; my ppor huſband fell |Stifle this flaming paſſion in my ſoul, 
For diſobeying him, do not you ſtay And mention my unlucky love no more. 
To venture his diſpleaſure too for me. | Ta. This generoſity will ruin me. [Ade, 


Car. Vou muſt reſo ve on lomething= [ Ex#. ö Vil. Nay, if the bleſſing of my looking on you 
hop Let my fate © | D.furbs your peace, I will de alt 1 and 
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To keep away, and never ſee you more. 

Car. You muſt not go. 

74. Could Iſabella ſpeak 
Thuiz {ew ſhort words, J ſhould be rooted here, 
And never move but upon her commands. 

Car. Speak to him, filter; do not throw away 
A ;or:une that invites you to be happy. 

In your extremity he begs your love; 

and has deſerv*d it nobly. Think upon 

Your ioſt condition, helpleſs and alone. 

Tho' now you have a friend, the time muſt come 
That you will want one; him you may ſecure 
To be a friend, a father, a huſband to you, 

I% A huſhand! 

Car. You have diſcharg'd your duty to the dead, 
And to the living; tis a wiltulrefs | 
Xot to give way to your neccihties, 

That force you to this marriage, 

Nurſe. What muſt become of this poor innocent ? 

[ To tbe Child. 

Car. He wants a father to protect his youth, 

And rear him up to virtue: You muſt bear 
The future blame, and anſwer to the world, 
When you refuſe the eaſy, boneit means, 

Of taking care of him. 

Nor would I pres u — 

Ia. Do not think I need 
Your reaſons, to confirm my gratitude 
] have a ſoul that's truly ſenſible 
Of your great worth, and buſy to contrive, [To Vil. 
If poſſibſe, to make you a return. 

Lil. Oh, eafily poſſible! 

Iſa. It cannot be your way : my pleaſures are 
Bury'd and cold in my dead huſband's grave; 

And I ſhould wrong the truth, myſelf, and you, 
To ſay that I can ever love again, 

l owe this declaration to myſelf: 

But as a proof that 1 owe all to you, 

If after what I've ſaid, you can reſolve 

To think me worth your love - Where am I going ? 
You cannot think it; 'tis impoſſible, 

Vi/. Impoſſible! 

Iſa. You ſhould not aſk me now, nor ſhould I grant; 
lam ſo much oblig'd, that to conſent, 

Wou'd want a name to recommend the gift: 
'Twou'd ſhew me poor, indebted, and compell'd, 
Deſigning, mercenary; and I know 

You would not wiſh to think I could be bought. 

"il. Be bought! Where is the price that can pre- 
To bargain for you? Not in fortune's power, | tend 
The joys of Heav'n, and love, muſt be beftow'd: 
They are not to be ſold, and cannot be deſerv'd. 

I/a. Some other time I'll hear you on this ſubject. 

Vil. Nay, then there is no time ſo fit for me. 

Follozoing her. 
Since you conſent to hear me, hear me now; 
That you may grant: you are above 
The little forms which circumſcribe your ſex; 
We differ but in time, let that be mine, 

Iſa. You think fit 
To get the better of me, and you ſhall; 
vince you will have it ſo———l will be yours, 

Vil. 1 take you at your word, 

Iſa. I give you all 
My hand; and would I had a heart to give: 

But if it ever can return again, 
'Tis wholly yours. 
Vil. Oh, extaſy of joy! 
Leave that to me. If all my ſervices, 
If all that man can fondly ſay or do, 
Can beget love, love ſhall! be born again... 
Oh, Carlos! now my friend and brother too 
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Send for the prieſ.— [Nurſe goes owt in haſte. 
This night you muſt be mine. 
Let me command in this, and all my life 
Shail be deyoted to you. 
Jia. On your word, 
Never to preſs me to put off theſe weeds, 
Which ben become my melancholy thouglts, 
You thall command me. ; 
Vil. Witneſs, Heaven and earth 
Ag.init my ſoul, when I do any thing 
io give you a diſquiet. 
| — | long to wiſh you joy. 
Vil. You'il be a witneſs of my happineſs? 

Car. For once li be my fiſtec's father, 
An! give her io you. 

Vi. Next my Iſabella, 
Be near my heart: 1 am for ever yours. [ Exeunt, 
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1 
SCENE, Count Baldwin's Horſe. 
Ener Count Baldwin and Carlos. 


C. Bald ARRIED to Villeroy, ſay'ſt thou? 
Car. Yes, my lord, 
[L2{t night the prieſt pertorm'd his holy office, 
And made 'em one. 
C. Bald. Misfortune join em! 
And may her violated vows pull down 
A laſting curſe, a conſtancy of torrow 
On both their head 
Car. Soon he'll hate her; 
Tho' warm and violent in his raptures now; 
When full enjoyment palls his ſicken'd ſenſe, 
Ang reaſon with fatiety returns, 
Her cold, conſtrain'd acceptance of his hand, 
Will gall his pride, which (tho' of late o'erpower'd 
{ By ſtronger paſſions) will, as they grow weak, 
Riſe in full force, and pour it's vengeance on her. 
C. Bald. Now, Carlos, take example to thy aid; 
Let Biron's giſobedience, and the curſe 
He took into his boſom, prove a warning, 
A monitor to thee, to keep thy duty 
Firm and unthaken. 
Car. May thoſe rankling wounds 
Which Biron's diſobedience gave my father, 
Be heal'd by me. 
C. Bald. With tears I thank thee, Carlos 
And may'ſt thou ever feel thoſe inward joys, 
Thy duty gives thy father—dut, my ſon, 
| We mult not let reſentment choak our juſtice z 
Tis fit that Villeroy know he has no claim | 
From me, in right of Iſabella Biron, 
a (Whoſe name brings tears) when weeded to this wo- 
By me abandon'd, ſunk the little fortune [man, 
| 
His uncle left, in vanity and fondneſs : 
am poſſeſt of thoſe your brother's papers, 
Which now are Villeroy's, and ſhou'd aught e, 
In juſtice it is his; from me to him 
You ſhall convey them follo me, ane take * em. 
[Exit Count Baldwin. 
Car. Yes, I will take 'em; but e'er I part with 


By theſe his high, refin'd, fantaſtic notions 

Of equity and right—What a paradox | 
Is man! My father here, who boaſts his honour, 
And e'en but now was warm in praiſe of juſtice, 
Can ſteel his heart againſt the widow's tears, 
And infant's wants; the widow and the infant 
Of Biron; of his ſon, his fav'rite ſon. 


{*Tis ever thus weak minds, who court opinion, 


And, Nurſe, I have eternal thanks for thee, 


| 


And, dead to virtuous feeling, hide their wants 


I will be ſure my intereſt will not ſuffer fem, 
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In pompous affeQation—Now to Villeroy 

Ere this his friends, for he is much beiov'd, 

Croud to his houfe, and with their nuptial ſongs 

Awake the wedded pair: 1'il join the throng ; 

And in my face, at leaſt, bear joy and triendihip. 

| Exit. 

SCENE, a Hall in Villeroy's Houſe. 4 2g of 
Mu fic, with the Friends of Villeroy, 

Enter a Servant. 

1½ Fr. Where's vour maſter, my good friend? 

Serve Within, Sir, 

Preparing for the welcome of his friends. 

t Fr. Acquaint him we are here: yet ſtay, 
The voice of mi:fic gently mall ſurpriſe him, 
And breathe our ſalutations to his ear, 

Ftrite ap the ſtrain to Villeray's happineſs, 
To Ifabella's But he's here already. 
Enter Villeroy. 

Vl. My friends, Jet me embrace you: 
Welcome all 
What means this preparation? 

1 Fr. A flight token 


[ Seeing ebe muſic. 


Of our beſt withes for your growing happineſs; 


Von muſt permit our friendhip=—— 
Vil, You oblige me | 
1/t Fr. But your lovely bride, 

That wonder of her ſex, ſhe muſt appear. 

Aud add new brightneſs to this happy morning. 
Vil. She is not yet prepar'd; and let her will, 

My worthieſt friend, determine her behaviour; 

To win, and not to force her diſpoſition, 

Has been my ſeven year? taſk, She will anon 

Speak welcome to you all. The mufic ftays. 

[ Villeroy ard bis friends ſeat them ſelves. 


EPITHALAMIUM, 
AIR. 
Let all, let all be gay, 
Begin the rapt'rous lay; 
Let mirth, let mirth and joy, 
T ch happy hour employ, 
Or this tair bridz] day. 
Ye love-wing'd hours, your flight, 
Your downy flig:.t propaie, 
Bring ev'ry ſoft del zht 
To ſooth the brave aud fair, 
Hail, happy pair! thus in each other bleſt; 
Be ever tree from care, of cv'ry jou poſſeſt. 
Vii. I thank you for this proof of your aft-ctton : 
Jam ſo much tranſported with the thoughts 
Of what I am, I know not what 1 do. 
My Ifabella!—but poſſeſling her, 
Who wou'd not lofe himſelt ?—Youu'll pardon me— 
Oh! there was nething wanting to my ſoul, 
Burt the kind wiſhes of my loving friends 
Where's Carlos now? | 8 
Methinks | am but half myſelf vithout him, 
2d Fr. This is wonderful! Married a night and 
a day, and yet in raptures. 

Vill. Oh! when you all get wives, and ſuch as 
(If ſuch another woman can be found) [mine, 
You will rave too, doat on the dear content, 

And prattle in their praiſe ont of all bounds. 
: Enter Ilabella. 
My Iſabella! Oh, the joy of my heart, 
That J have leave at laſt to call you mine | 
But let me look upon you, view you well. 
This is a welcome gallantry indeed! 
I durſt not alk, but it was kind to grant, | 
Juſt at this time: diſpenſing with your drefs 
Upon this ſecond day to greet our friends. 

La- Black might be ominous ; 
I woy!d at bring ill luck along with me. 


VNoman. 


Man. 


|1 have of my good fortune, having yon; 


have begot it upon one another. 


[houſe where the maſter or miſtreſs of it lie ſingle: 
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| Fil. Oh! if your melancholy thoughts coul 
change 

With ſhifting of your dreſs— Time bas done Cures 

Incredible this way, and may again. 

%. I could have with'd, it you had thought i; 
Our marriage had not been fo public. 

Lil. Do not yon grudge me my exceſs of loxe. 
That was a cauſe it could not be toncear'd; * 
| Beides, 'twould injure the opinion 
Ard en it in other people's thoughts. 

Tja. i have no more to lay. 

Enter Carlos. | 

Fil. My Cailos tov, who came in to the (yn; | 
Of our bad fortune, has an honeſt right, |þ 
la better times, to ſhare the good with us. 

Car. I come to claim that right, to ſhare your je 
To with you joy; and find it in myſe:r. 

{ Muſic Haris. 

Vil. Iſce you mean a ſecond entertain nent.“ 
My deareſt ltabella, you muſt hear a 
The rapture of my friends; from thee they ſpring ff 
hy virtues have diffus'd themſelves around, | 
And made them all as happy as myfelf. 

Ila. I feel their favours with a grateful heart, 
Ani willingly comply. 

RECITATIVE, 
Take the gifts the gods intend ye; 

Grateful meet the proffer'd joy; 
Truth and honour ſhall attend ve; 

Charuis that ne'er can change or cloy, 

DuETT0. 
Oh, the raptures of poſſeſſing, 
Taking beauty to thy arms 
IViman. Oh the joy, the laſting blefling, 
When with virtue beauty charms ! 
Man. Purer flames ſhall gently warm ye; 
Woman. Love and honour both ſhall charm thee, 
Betb. Oh the raptures of, &c. &0. 
CHORUS. 
Far from hence be care and ſtrife, 
Far the pang that tortures life: 
May tlie cticiing minutes prove 
| | One ſweet round of peace and love! 
Car. "Tis fine, indeed! 
Vou'll take my advice another time, ſiſter. 
71. What have you done? A rifing ſmile 
Stole from her thoughts, juit redd'ning on her'cheek, 
Ind vou have d:ſh'd it. 
N Car. I am forry for't, 
Dil. My triends, will you forgive me, when 1 own, 
{} mutt prefer her peace to all the world? 
C,me, Iabella, let us lead the way: 
Within we'll ſpeak our welcome to our friends, 
Aud crown the happy feſtival with joy. [Excurt. 
SCENE, a Room. | 
Enter Sampſon and Nurſe. 

Samp. Ay, marry, Nurſe, here's a mafter in- 
deed! He'll double our wages for us! If he comes 
on as faſt with my lady, as he does with his fer- 
vants, we are all in the way to be well pleaſed. 

Nurſe. He's in a rare humour; if ſhe be in 3: 
good à one | 


Samp. If the ve, m 


— 


> ws — . 


| 


. 
[ 
, 
[ 


„ 


Man. 


! 


\ 
. 


| 


arry, we may e'en ſay, they 


Nurſe. Well; why don't you go back again to 
your old count? You thought your throat cut, | 
warrant you, to be turn'd out of a nobleman 
ſervice, : 


Samp, For th 


e future, I will never ſerve in! 


they are out of humour with every body when the 
are not pleaſed themſelves, Now, this matrimonj 
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es every thing go well, There's mirth and | 
one) ſtirring about, when thoſe matters 80 as 
& ſhould do. 
Nurſe. Indeed, this matrimony, Sampſon—— 
Sanips Ah, Nuiſe! this matrimony is 2 wy 
204 thing—dut, what, now my lady is married, | 
hope we ſhall have company come to the houſe ; 
there's s ſomething always coming from vne gentle-| 
van or other upon thoſe occalicns, if my lady loves 
many. This feaſting looks well, Nurſe. 
Nurſe. Odfo, my maſter] we muſt not be — 
xit. 
Enter Villeroy with a Letter, and Iſabella. 
Vil. I muſt away this momeni—ſee bis letter, 
sign d by himſelf: alas! he could no more; 
My brother's deſperate, and cannot die 
Jn peace, but in my ams. 
Ia. So ſudeen]y! 
Vil. Suddenly taken, on the road te Bruſſels, 
To do us honour, love ; unfortunate! 
Thus to be torn from thee, and all thoſe charms, 
Tho' cold to me, aud dead, 
Ja. I'm ſorry for the cauſe, 
Vil. Oh! could I think, 
Could I perſuade myſeit hat your concern 
For me, or for my abſence, were the ſpring, 
The fountain of theſe mel. ncholy thoughts, 
My heart would dance, ſpite of the fad occaſion, 
And be a gay companion in en 
—— 
Enter Carlos from Supper. | 
My good Ca:los, why have you lett my friends ? 
Car, They are departed home. 
They ſaw ſame ſudden melancholy news 
Had ſtolen the lively colour from your cheeRx 
You had withdrawn; the bride, alarm'd, had follow'd: 
Mere cerermony had been conſtraint; and this 
Good-natur'd rudeneſi— | | 
le ives the letter. 


} 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


+ 


| 


Vil. Was the more obliging. 
There, Carlos, Is the cauſe, 
Car. Unlucky accident! 
Th' Archbiſhop of Malines, your worthy brother 
With him to-night | Siſter, will you permit it ? 
Vil. It muſt be ſo. 
Iſa. You hear it muſt be ſo, 
Fil. Oh, that it muſt! 
Car. To leave your bride ſo ſoon! 
Vil. But baving the poſſeſſion of my love, 
] am the better able to ſupport . 
My abſence, in the hopes of my return. 
Car. Your ſtay will be but ſhort? 
Vil. It will ſeem long! 
The lopger that my Iſabella fighs : 
4 ſhall be jealous of this rival grief. 
It takes ſo full poſſeſſion of thy heart, 
Enter Servant, and bogus. 
My horſes Wait: farewel, my love] You, Carlos, 
Will act a brother's part, till I return, 
And be the guardian here, All, all I haye 
Tbat's dear to me, I give up to your care. 
Car. And I receive her as a friend and brother. 
Vil. Nay, ſtir not, love; for the night- air is cold, 
And the deus fall--Here be our end of parting ; 
Carlos will fee me to my horſe. [ Exit with Carlos. 
Le.. Oh, may thy brother better all thy hopes 
| | Adieu. [ Exit. 
* . 
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S C\E NE, che Street. 
Enter Biron and Belford, juſt arrived. 


- 


| And nothing will remain to with or el 


judge whether your buſine 


{ 
4 


Bel, We have got our legs at liberty; and liber 
is home, where'er we 803 though | mine lies rl 
in England, 

Bir, Pray jel 5 me call this yours: for what I e 
command in Bruſſels, you ſhall find your own, 
have a father here, who, perhaps, after ſeven years 
abſence, and coting him nothing in my travels, | 

miy be gad to ſee me. You know my ſtory——— 
Huw does my diſguiſe become me! ? 

Hel. Juſt 2 as you would have it; *tis natural, and 
will concea! you, 
Bir. To-morrow you ball be ſure to find me 
here, as early az you pleaſe, This is the houſe 
vou have oblerv'd the ſtreet. 

Bel. I warrant you; 1 han't many viſits to make, 


| before I come to you. 


Bir. To- night I have ſame affairs that. iu 


in 


ſoblige me to be private, 


Bel. A good bed is the privateſt affair that I d 
fire to be engaged in to-n night; han directions wil 


carry me to my lodgings. ' [ Exits 
Bir. Gord night, my friend. La 
The long expected moment is arriv'd! 
And if all here is well, my paſt ſorrows 
1 Will only heighten my excets of joy; 
e for! 


nocks 2 78. 5 
Enter Sampſon. | 

Sam. Who's there ? What would you have ? | 

Bir, Is your lady at home, friend ? 

Sam. Why, truly friend, it is my employment to 
anſwer impertinent goeſtions : but for my lady's 
being at, home, or no, that's juſt as my lady pleaſes, | 

Bir. But how ſhall 1 know | whether it pleaſes 
her or no! 

Sam. Why, if you'll take my word for it, you 
may carry your errand back again: the never pleaſes 
to ſee any body at this time of night, that the does 
not know z and by your drefs and appearance, I am 
{ure you muſt be a ranger to her. 

Bir. But I have bufineſs; and you dan't know 


how that may pleaſe her. 
Sam. Nay, if you have arge ſhe is the beſt 
s will pleaſe her or no: 


| * I will proceed in my office, and y of 
my lady, whether or no ſhe is pleas'd to be at 
home, or no r 


Enter Nurſe. 

Nurſe. Who's that you are fo buſy withal ? Me- 
thinks you might ave found out an anſwer ha 
fewer words: but, Sampſon, you love to hear your- 
(elf prate ſometimes) as weil as your betters, that 
i muſt ſay for you, Let me come to him. Who 
would you ſpeak with, firanger ? 4 

Bir. Wich yqu, wiſtrels, if you could help ag 
to ſvealc to your lady. | 

Nurſe. Ves, Sir, I can help you in a civil way: 
but can nobody do your buſineſs but my lady? 

Bir. Not ſo well; but if you carry her this Tings 
ſhe'll know my buſineſs better. 

Nurſe. There's no love: letter in it, I bope: you 
look like a civil gentleman, In an honeſt way, [I 
may bring you an anſwer. xt 

Bir. My old Nurſe, oni a little older! Yet there's 
ſomething in theſe ſervants' folly pleaſes me: the 
cautious conduct of the family appeats, and . 
|» 
in their i impertinence. Well, miftre{s— 

Nurſe returns. 

Nurſe. 1 have deliver'd your 1 Sir; prey 

Heav'n you bring no bad on Mong with you, 


2. HE longeſt day * 4 and; 89 * 
I rome labs 2 


24 


wor Nays, I hope fo £093 \ but my la 
{much | 


Ng Quite, 4e I. * 
dy * 
urgria.d, when | EY it bet. 4 Does 


; Thie joy, the ſtrange ſurpri⸗ ing joy of ent ou, 
dein Jeu 692, nan | ! 


. . | | 
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2 ſervant, as # body may ſay; but if you'll walk in, 


that | 4 1 ſhut the doors, for we keep very er 
hours, 1 can ſhew you into the parlour, and help 


you to an anſwer, perhaps as foon as thoſe that are 


wiſer. 

Bir. I'll follow ou 
Now all my ſpirits hurry to my heart, 
And every ſenſe has taken the alarm 
At this ee bot ok pete | 
Heav'ns! how | tremble! [ Exit into the bouſe. 

SCEN * a Chambers 
Enter I abrlla. 

Iſa. Ive heard of witches, magic ſpells, and charms. 
That have made nature tart from her oid courſe: 
The ſun has been eclips'd, the moon drawn down 
From her career, ſtill paler, and ſubdu'd 
'To the abuſes of this under world! 

Now | believe all poſſible, This rings 
Fhis little ring, with necromantic force, 
Has rais'd the ghoſt of pleaſure to my fears: 
Conyjur'd the ſenſe of honour, and of love, 
Into ſuch ſhapts, they fright me flom an) bot! 
I dae ndt think of them 
Enter Nuiſe. 
Nurſe. Madam, the gentleman” $ below, 
. Ho. 1 had forgot; pray, let me ſp:ai with him. 
[Z it Nurſe. 
This ring was the firſt preſent of my love 
To Piron, my firſt huſband: I muſt bluſh 
To think I have a ſecond. B:ron cy'd 
(Still to my loſs) at Candy; there's my hope, 
Oh, do 1 lice to hope that he dy'd there! 
Jt muſt be fo, he's dead, and this ring left 
By his laſt breath, to ſome known faithful friend, 
To bring me back again; 
[ Biron introduc” d; Nurſe retro. 
That's all I have to truſt to 
My fears were woman's—! have view'd him all: 
And let me, let me fay it to myſelf, 
4 live again, and rife but from his tomb. 
Fir. Have you forgot me quite? 
ſa. Forgot you! 


[ Exit 


ir. Then farewel my diſguiſe, and my mfsfor-| 


* Iſabella! { tunes. 
{ He —_— ber; foe ſbr iel and falls in à ſwoun 
Ha! N — 


ir. Oh! come again: 
Thy Biron ſummons th-e to life and love; 
y once-lov'd, ever- loving huſband calls 

T Biron ſpeaks to thee. | 
: Ja. My huſband! Biron? 

Br. Exceſs of love and joy, for my return, 
"Has overpawer'd her—l was to blame, 
To take thy ſex's ſoftneſs unprepar'd: 
But Gnking thus, thus dying in my arms, 
This extaſy has made my welcome more 
Than words could ſay: words may be counterfeit, 
Falle coin'd, and current only from the tongue, 

„Wirhout the mind; but paſſivn's in the ſoul, 

And always ſpeaks the heart. 

Iſa. Where haye I been ? why do you keep bim 

from me? 
A his voice: my life upon the wing, 
Hears the ſoft lure that /brings me back again; 
*Tis he himſelf, my Biron, the d-ar man 
»My-tr1e-loy'd huſband! Do | hold you faſt, 
Never to part again? 88 6 


* I muſt tall, death's leone in theſe arms. 


ir. Live ever in theſe arms F 
J. But pardon me, 
_ Excuſe the wild diſorder of my foul : 


» 


| I hear les living ſtill. 


N To make this wond'rous goodneſs ſome amends: 


| What is your traſh, what ail your he aps of gold, 
_ | Compar'd to this, my heart-felt happinefs? 


. I want anne here; poſing thee 


. 


Bir. Thou everlatting goodneſs! 
/a. Anſwer met 

What hand of Providence has brought you back , 

t's your own home again? O, fatisry = t 
The, impatience of my heart: I long to kno {ME - 
The ſtory of your ſufferings, But tell me all, i 1 
For eveiy thought confounds me. 7 

Bir. My beſt life! at leifure, all. 
57 We thought you dead; kili'd at the ſiege g 
There I fell among the dead; [ Cary, . | " 
| But hopes ot lite reviving from m- wounds, 3 
| | was preſetv'd, but to be made a ſlave: 
| often writ to my hard father, but never had 
An anſwer; | writ tothee too 
Iſa. What a world of woe 
Had been prevented, but in heating from you! 
Bir, Alas! thou couluſt not help me. 
t Tja. You do not know how much I could ha- done; 

At leaſt, I'm ſure | could have tutfer'd all; 

| 1 would have fold myſelf to ſlaver), 
Without redemption; giv'n up my child, 
| The deateſt part of me, to baſeſt want 
| Bir. My little boy! 

| Ja. My life, but to have heard 
You were al ve==which now too late I find. . 

Bir. No more, my love, Complaining of the pad, 
We loſe the preſent joy, "Tis over price 
Of all my pains that thus we meet again 
I have a thouſand things to ſ to thee f 
Iſa. Wou'd I were paſt the hearing. [ Afle, WE 
| Bir. How does my child, my boy, my father ov? WW 


Iſa. Well both, both well; 
And may he prove « father to your hopes, 
Though we have found h m none. 
Dir. Come, no more tears. 

Iſa. Seven lang-years of ſorrow for your lofs, 
Have mourn'd with me ' 

Bir. And all my days behind 
Shall be employ'd in a kind recompence 
For thy afflictions.— Can't I ſee my boy? 

Ja. He's gone'to bed; Ii} have him brought ts 

you. 

Bir. To- morrow I ſhall ſee him; I want reſt. 
Myſelf, after my weary pilgrimage. 

Iſa. Alas! what ſhaly I get for you? 

Bir. Nothing but reſt, my love! Lo- night I would 
Be known, it poſſible, to your family: { avi 
| fee my Nurſe is with you; her welcome - | 
Wou' d be tedious at this time | 
ſo-morrow will do better. 

Iſa. I'll diſpoſe of her, and order every thing 
As you wou'd have it. [ Exit, 
| Bir. Grant me but life, 9504 Heav'n, and givd 
the means 


| 


And let me then forget her, if I can! 

O! ſhe deſerves of me much more, than I 

Can loſe for her, though I again cou'd venture 

A father, and his fortune, for her love!?! 
You wretched fathers, blind as fartune all! 

Not to perceive that ſuch a woman's worth 
Weighs down the portions you provide your ſons 2. 


[ Burſts inte tear, 
What has ſhe, is my abſence, undergone?  , 
I muſt not think of that; it drives me back * 
Upon my ſelf, the fated cauſe of all, 

Iſabella returns. 
Iſa. 1 have obey'd yaur pleaſure; = 
Every thing is ready for you. 1 
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5 An my deſires are earry'd to their aim | Iſa, 1 know not what ] faid: | 
* - hhppinels ; ; there's no room for a with, I've ſaid tao much, unlefs | could ſpeale all. <1 
t to continue ſtill this bleſſing to nie. Bir. Thy words are wild; my eyes, my ears, my 
know the way, my love. Hearts 
. Shall | attend you? | Were all ſo full of thee, ſn much employ'd 
© Fir. By no means; In wonder ef thy charms, 1 could not find it; 
= 1 ve been ſo long a ſlave to others pride, Now | perceive it plabr 
To learn, At lea, to wait upon myſelf; Iſa. Yowll tell nobo4y [ Diftr a&ed'y. - 
f Youu't! make haſte after [Corrs i in. Bir. Thou art not well, 
Ia. III but ſay my pra ers, and f .llow ꝰα/ e — Iſa. Indeed ] am not; I knew that before; 
My prayers! no, I mult never prey again. But wherc's the remedy ? 
© Pravers have their bleſſings to reward eur hopes, Bir, Reſt will relieve thy cares: come, come, 
E But I have nothing left to hope for more, In baniſh foro from thee. Ino more; 


Ja. Baniſh firſt the cauſe, 

Vir. Heav'n knows how willingly, 

Iſa. You are the only cauſe. 

Bir. Am 1. the caute, the cauſe of thy misfor- 
tunes? 

Ia. "the fatal, innocent cauſe of all my woes. 

To to'tow him to bed -m huſband! ha! Bir, ls this my welcome home! This the reward 

What then is Villeroy ? But vefterday Of all my miferies, long labours, pain*, 

E That very bed receiv'd him for it's lird. | And pining Wants of weekend fOavery, 

E On, Biron, hadſt thou come but one day ſooner, * hich 1 have out-liv'd, only in hopes of thee? 


E What Heav'n cou'd give, | have enjoy'dy but now 
E The baneful pianet riſes on my fate, | 

” And what's to come, is a long line of woe, 

W Yer | moy thorten it 
| promis'd him to follow—him! 

Is he w thout aname? Biron, my huſband, 


— — — — —— — — 


I wou'd have follow'd thee through begga », Am 1 thus paid at laſt for deathleſs love ! 

E Through all the chances of this weary life: And cill'd the cauſe of thy misfortunes now“ 

FE Wander'd the many ways of wretchedneſs | Tſa. Enquire no more; twill be explain'd toe 
Vith thee, to find a hoſpitable grave; ſoon. ISI. going . 
For that's the only bed that's left me now — Bir. What! Can't thou leave me too ? 

[Weeping [ He fy: ter, 
* What's to be done—for ſomething muſt be dune. | La. Pray let me go: 
Io huſbands! yet not one! By both en yd, For botn our ſakes, permit me 
Azad yet a wife te neither! Hold, my brain Li. Rack me not with imagi,ations 
Ha! a lucky thought Of things impo Hible— Thou canſt not mean | 
Works the right way to rid me of 'em all; What thou haſt-{aii— Yet ſomething ſhe muſt mean. 
All the reproeches, infamies, and ſcorns, — Twas madneſs all-Compoſe thyſelf, my love: 
That every tongue and finger will find for me. The fit is paſt all may be well again: 
Let the juſt horpor of my apprebenſions | Let us to bed. 
But keep me warm—no matter what can come. Ja. To bed! You've rais'd the form 
'Tis but a blow—yet I will fee him firſtt— Will ſever us for ever: Oh, Biron! 
Have a laft look to heighten my deſpair, On my knees, : 
And then to reft for ever (The laſt time I ſhall care to be believ's} + 
Biron meets ber. 1 beg you, beg to think me innocent, 
Bir. Deſpair and reft for ever! Ifabe)la! | Clear of all crimes, that thus can baniſh me 
Theft words are far from thy condition; From this world's comforts, in my lohng you. 
Ana be they ever ſo. TI heard thy voice, Since we muſt part | 
And could not bear thy ablence: come, my love! Bir. Nothing hall ever part us. 
Ycu have ſtaid long, there's nothing, nothmg ſure; Ja. Oh! there's a tatal ſtory to be told; 
Now to deſpair of in facceding fate. Be deaf to that, as Heav'n has been to me! | 
In | ain contented to be miſerable, * thou ſhalt hear how much thou haſt bees 
But not this way: I've been too long abus'd, | wrong'd, 
And can believe no more. How wilt thou curſe thy fond, believing hurt: 
Ler me fleep on to be deceiv'd no more. Tear me from the va;m buſom of thy love, 


Bir. Look up, my love, I never did deceive thee,! And throw me, like a pois'nous weed, away. 
Nor ever can; believe thy fell, thy eyes Can I bear this from thee? 
That firſt in flam'd, and lit me te my lov- ; No, all things have their end. Se 
Thoſe ſtars, that il muſt guide me to my joys. | When J am dead, forgive and p: ty me. (Eris | 
Ja. And me to my undoing. I ook round, Bir. Stay, my Iſabella 
And find no path, but leading to the grave. What' can ſhe mean? Theie doubtings will diſtract 
Hir. 1 cannot underſtand thee. Some hidden miſchief ſoon will burſt to light; {me: 
Tſa. If marriages by cannot bear it muſt be ſatis fied. 
Are made in heav'n, they ſhould be happier: [is ſhe, my wife, muſt ctear this darknels to me. 
Why was 1 made this wretch? She thall—if the ſad tale at laſt muſt come; 


Iſa. Why! what did | lay ? 


Bir. Has marriage made thee wretched ? | She is my fate, and beft can ſpeak my doom. { Exit» 5 
1ja. Miſerable, deyond the reach of comfort. 4 | | J 
Bir. Do 1 live to hear thee ſay fo? = 2 — oth 
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Bir- That I have made thee miſerable, „ & CT V. 

Iſa, No; you are my only earthly happineſs; - | ” 
And my, falſe tongue bely'd wy en 8 1 Enter Biron, Nutſe  fellewing bim. 
If it ſaid otherwiſe. : | Bir. V Know enough: th. important queſtion 

Bir. And yet you ſaid, ox Sit 255 Ot life or dratb, feartul to be reſalv d 
Your bags meve 2280 allen. > e clear'd zo me ; I'lee wheee It It muſt end 
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| inſtantly. 


Desth is the löngeſt 
Miſchief will thrive apace, 


2 . 
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And need enquire no Miore—Pray, let me have 

Pen, ink; and paper; I muſt write awhile, 

And chen I'll try to reſt o reſt tor ever! 
[Zait Nurſe. 

Poor Iſabe'la! No I know the cauſe, 

The cavſe of thy diſtrefs, and cannot wonder 

That it has turn'd thy brain, If I look back 

Upon thy loſs, it will diſtract me too. 

Oh; any curſe but this might be remoy'd! 

Bot twas the rancorous malignity 

Of all ill ſtars combin'd, of heav'n and 8 

Hold; held my impions tongieo—Alas! i rave: 

Why 0 1 tax the Rars, or heav'n, or fate? 

They are all innocent of driv;trg us 

Into deſpair; they have not urg'd my doom; 

My father and my brother are my fares, 

That drive me to my ruin. They knew well 

J was alive. Too well they knew how dear 

My Ifabella—Oh, my wife no mo e! 

How dear her love was to me—Yet tney ſtood, 

With a malicious ſilent joy, ſtood by, 

And ſaw her give up all my happineſs, 

The treaſure of her beauty, to another. 

Oh, cruel father! and unnatural brother! 


I have but to accuſe you of my wrongs, 


And then to fall forgotten—Sleep or death 
Site heavy on ne, and benumbs my pains; 
Either is welcome; but tne hand of death 
Works always lure, and beſt can cloſe my eyes, 
[ Exit Biron, 
Tater Nurſe ard Sampſon. 

Nurſe, Here's ſtrange things towards, Sampſon : 
what will be the end of 'em. do you think ? 

Samp. Nay, marry, Nurſe, I can't fre fo far; bu! 
the law, I believe, is on Biron, the fit huſband” $ 
ſi Je. 

Nurſe. Ves ; 3 no queſtion, he has the faw on his 


ſide. 


Samp. For I have heard, the law ſays, a woman 
muſt be a widuw, aff out ſeven years, before "the 
can marry again according to law, 

Nurſe. Ay, fo it does; and our lady has not been 
a widow altogether ſeven years. 

Somp. Why then, Nurſe, wark my words, 'and 
ſay I told you fo; the man nivuſt have his wife 
again, and all will dg well. 

Nurſe. But if our maſter Villeroy comes back 
RAN —— 

Sam p. Why, if he dies, he is not the firſt man 
that has had his wife taken from him. 

Nu#fe. For tear of the worlt, will you go to the 
old count, defire him tb come as fonn as he can; 
there may be miſchief,” and he is able to prevent it. 

Samp. Now you ſay ſomething ; now | take yon, 


: Nurſe ; that will do well, indeed: miſchief ſhould. 


be prevented a little thing will mike A quarrel, 

when, there's a woman in the way. I'M avout it 

Exeunt. 

SC * N E draws, ſpewy Biron aſleep on Couch. 
Enter lſabela. 

"Ta. A Aſleep fo ſoon! Oh, happy! Knppy thou, 1 


'Wio thus 5 N-ep! I never ſhall ſleep Oren | 


If then to fleep be to be Happy, he 

Who ſleeps the longeſt, is the happieſt; 
fleep—0h, Have "care! 
Never wake more. 


[To Biron. | Car. A younger brother! I Was one wolfonzr 
yr thou didſt ever love thy label, bh Not to prevent my being ſo gan. ; 
To-m rrow muſt be doomſday to thy peace. 1 1 We muſt be fudden. Younger brothers are 

 — The. fight of bim diſarms een death itfelf. But lawful baſtards of another name, 


* # . 
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e ſtartin tranſport of new-quick”1 ning life 


Gives juſt fuch 1opes, ànd' pfesfuref grow again 
Wick looking on him.—Let me look my laſt | 


A, 


But is a4ook enough for pirting love! 


FL I. 


This little bail, this ravag'd province, long 
Cannot Maintsin—The globe of earth wants 709 
And food for ſuch a war—] find I'm going. 
Famine, plagues, and flames, 
| Wide waſte and deſolation, do your work 
Upon the world, and then devour yourſelves, 
— Lhe fe-ne ſhifts fat. ¶ She riſes, | and now 'tiy 
0 | better with me; | 
Conflictinꝑ paſſions have at laſt unhing'd 
The gieat machine! the Cul itſelf ſeems chang'd! 
Oh, tis a happy revolution here | 
[ Sinks into à chaiy, 
What noife was that! A knocking at the gate! 
| It may be V. leroy No matter who. 
Bir. Come, Iſabella, come 
I 2. Haric! I'm call'd! 
. You ſtay ton long from me, 
Thu A man's voice! in my bed! Hoa came he 
there? 
Nothing but villainy in this bad world: [Riſes 
Here's phyfick for your fever, 
[ Drazvs a dagger, and goes backward to the couch, 
If huſhands go to heav'n, 
Where do they go that fend 'em? — This to try— 
[I going to-ftub bim, Le riſes, foe knuws bits 
and fries. 
What d Ife! 
Bir. Iſabeha, arm's | 
Ia. Aga. nſt my huſband's life! 
Bi. Thou didft not think it. 
Iſa. Madneſs has brought me to the gates of bell, 
And there has left me. 
Bir. Why doſt thou fly me fo? 
| Iſo. I cannot bear his fight; gaiſtraction, come, 
Potieſs me all, ard take me to thyſeif! 
Shake off thy chains, and haſten to my aid—— 
Thou at my only cure — [Running cuts 
Bir. Poor Ifabelta, ſhe's not in a condition 
To give me any comfort, if ſhe coutd ; 
LOR to herſelf —as utelely I ſhall be 
To ail the world Horrors come faſt around me; 
My mind is overcaſi—the gath'ring clouds 
Darken the proipet—l approach the brink, 
And ſoon muſt leap the precipice! Oh, Heav'n! 
| While yet my ſenſes ute my on, thus kneeling 
\Let me tmplore thy mercies on my wife; 
Releaſe her from her paitgs 5 and if my reaſon, 
O erwhelm'd with miſeries, link before the tempeſt, 
| Pardon thoſe crimes deſpair may bring upon me. ; 


Riſes. 

£4 Enter Nurſe. * 

Wurſe. Sir, there's ſomebody at the voor Walz 
needs with vou; he won't tell his name. | 

Bir. I come to him. [Er it Nurſe, 
is Belford, I ſuppoſe; he fittle knows. 
Of what has happend Rete; 1 wanted him, 
Muſt employ his friendſhip,” and then Tk 
SCENE, "the "Street. | 
1 Enter Carlos, with three Ruff:ans, 


Thruft out of their nobility'of birth 
[And family, and Uinted/Fngo trades, 
Shall de one of them Bow, aud retige po 


- a. v4..on 2 


Sure I may take a kiſs Where am I going! | 4 
Help, help me, Villeroy !=—— Mountains 07 ſeax 3 
ie, your love, never to meet my ſhame. . 

[ Throws herſelf upon the floor; after a ne 
auſe, ſhe re iſes 45 If upun ber elb:9y. fon 4 
What wil this battle of the brain do with me! 3 
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co ate mare room for the unwieldy heir | | 
J play the fool in! No | 
hut how thall I prevent it ?—PÞiron comes 

Io take poſleſſios of my father's loye—— 
Would that were all; here is a birth-right too 
hat he will ſeize. Beſides, if Biron lives, 
He will unfold ſome practices, which I. 

© Cannot weltanfwer—therefore be ſhall die 

© This night muſt be diſpos'd of: I have means 

E That will not fail my purpoſe, Here he comes. 


Enter Biron. 


Fir. Ha! am I beſet? 1 live but to revenge me. 
[They ſurrcund bim, figbting ; Villeroy enters 
with two jerwvants; they reſcue bim; Carlos 
and Vis party fly. 
| il. How are you, Sir? Mortally hurt, I fear. 
Take care, and lead him in. 
Dir. 1 thank you for the*goodneſs, Sir; tho? 'tis 
Beſtow'd upon A wary wretch ; ; and death, 
Tho' from a villain's hand, had been to me 
An act of kinunefs, and the height of mercy 
But 1 thank you, Sir, | He is led in. 


SCENE, ce Iifide of the Lau. 
Enter Iſabella. 


Iſa. Murder my huſhand! Oh! I miſt nat dare 

To think cf living on; my deſperate hand, 

In a mad rage, may otter it again! 

Stab any where but there. Here's room enough 

In my own breaſt, to act the fury in, 

The proper ſcene of miſchief. | 
[ Coing i fab terſelf, Villerov runs bo; and 

prevents ber, by taking tie dagger from 425 
Vil. Angels defend and ſave thee! 

Attempt thy precious life ! 

Lay vioſent hands upon thy innocent fe: fl 

Ia. Swear I am innocent, and [I'll believe you. 

What would you have with me? Pray let me go. 

Vi. Doſt thou net know-me, Love ? 

*Tis Villeroy, thy hotband. 

Jia. 1 hsve none; no bhuſband (Weeping. 

Never had but one, and he dy'd at CaneFe 

Spenk, did he not die there ? 

Lil. He did, my life. 
Iſa. But ſwear ity quickly fwear, 
Biron enters biootly, and leaning upon his ſavord. 

Before that ſcreaming evidence appears, 

In bloody proof againſt me 
[ She ſeeing Biron, ſtooons in @ chair; Villeroy 
Helps her. 

Vil. Help there ? Nurſe, vw are you? 
Ha! Jam diſtracted too ! 
| [Geing to call for belp, feet Biron. 


Diren alive! 
Hir. The only wretch on earth that muſt not live. 
1/71. Biron or Villeroy muſt not, that's deereea. 


Hie. You've fav'd me from the hands of murderers: | 


Would you had not, for life's my greateſt plague— 
And then, of alt the Nord, you are the man 
| would not be obliged to Iſabella! 5 
came to fall before thee : I had dy'd 
Happy, not to have found your Villeroy here. 


A long farewel, and a laſt parting kiſs. [Kiffes he, Wiſh him in heav*n'!. when thou haſt dene a 48 


Vil. A Kite! confuflon! it muſt be your 14ſt. 
{-Drgevs, 
Bir. 7 know-it muſt.— Here J. give up that death 
You- bet delay'd : Since what-is pat has been 
The work of fate, thus we muſt friſh f it. 
Thruſt home, be ſure. 
Vil. Alas! f he faints! Some help chere. i 


Bir. Tis all in vain, my ſorrows ſoon Will end 


„Vnletoy l let a dying wreteh intreat you, 
e chit. letter ty wy father, e 


Fol 
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| 
But could I hope my boy, my little one, 


1 1 


Tg 
Couldſt thou but bear me, my laſt words ou 
bleſs thee. 

I cannot, tho) in death, bequeath her to thee, 
[To Villeroy. 


Might find a father in thee—Oh, I faint 

I can no more—Hzar me, Heav'n ! Oh, ſupport . 

My wife, my Iſabella-bleſs my child! 

And take a poor unhappy—— [Dies. 
Lil. He's gone et what will be the confequencey 

'In give it him. I have involv'd myſelf, 

And would be clear'd; that muſt be thought on now. 

My care of her is loſt in wild amaze. { Going to Iſa. 


| Good Nurie, take care of her; 1'll bring more help. 


[ Exits 
Iſabella comes #0 herſelf. 
Ja. Where have 1 been !—Methinks I land upon 
The brink of lite, ready to ſhoot the guiph , 
That lies between me and the realms of reſt 4 


ö But ſtil detain'd, 1 cannot paſs the ſtraits 


{ Deny'd to live, and yet I muſt not die: 

Doom'd to come hack, like a complaining ghoſt, 

To my yabury'd bey-——Here it lies-- | 
iron's Jody. 


[ Throws berſelf by 
My body, ſou], and life. A little dult, 

To cover our cold limbs in the dark 8 
| There, there we ſhall ſleep ſafe and found together, 
Enter Viileroy wits Serwants. 


| Fil. Poor wretch ; 3 vpon. the ground! She's not 


herſeif 1 
Remove her from the body. | 
[ Servants going. to raiſe berg. 


Iſa. Never, rever | 
You have divorc'd us once, but ſhall no more 
[Help, help me, Biton? — Hal- bloody and dead! 
[Oh, murder! murder! You have done this deed 
Vengeance and murder! bury us together 
Do any thing but part us. 

Vi. Gently, gently-raiſe her. 
| She mutt be forc'd away. | | 

[She drags the body after ber; they get ber int 
their arms, and carry ber off. -- 

Iſa. Oh, they tear me! Cut off my hand 
Let me 60 ſomething with hi 
They'll claſp him faſt | 
Ob, cruel, cruel men! 

[This you muſt anſwer one day. 
Vil. Good Nurſe, take care of her, | 
{Nurſe follows kr, 
Send for all helps: all, all that I am worth, | 
Shall cheaply buy-her peace of mind again. 


ne ſtorm grows loud {Knocking at abe dr. 
| am prepar'd for it. Now let them in. 
[Tom ſermant, 


Enter Count Baldwin, Carlos, Beltord, Friandsg 
"with Serwants, 
C. Bald. Oh, to I live to this unhappy-day.! ' 
'Where is my wretched on? 
Car. Where is my brother? 
{ They ſee bim, and gaiber u aui 
Fil. J hope, in heaven. 
Car. Canſt thou pity him! 


a — 


ku. 


* 
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| That-muft forever cut-rhee from the _ 
Of ever coming there. 

Vil. 1 do:nvt* blame YOU ů— 
| You have a brother's right to:be.concern'd 
For his untimely death. 

- Car. Untimely:death, indeed! 

Fil. But. yet you muſt not ſay. 1 the.caule. 

Car, Not you the cauſe! Why, whorſhould mug 
We dont aſk you totcaceuſe yourfelf ; [dec'him kim | 
But I myſt a, that you have murder d hm; 


_ —— — — os oe Þ — = 
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Ex, Bel. Did he employ you to murder his on bro- 
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And will fay nothing elfe, till juſtice draws i 
Upon our fide, at the loud call of blood, | 
To execute ſo foul a murderer. 
*Bel. Por Biron! Is this thy welcome home! 
Fr. Riſe, Sir; there is a comfort in revenge, 
Which yet is left you. [To C. Baldwin. 
Car. Take the body hence. [iron carry'd of. 
C. Bald. What could provoke you? 
Vil. Nothing couid provoke me 
To a baſe murder, which, I find, you think | 
Me guilty of. I know my innocence; 
My ſervants too can witneſs that 1 de | 
My ſword in his defence, to reſcue hin. 
Bel. Let the ſervants be cali'y. | 
* Fr. Let's hear what they can ſay. 
Car. What they can (ay! Why, what ſhould fer- 
- , _ vants ſay? 


They're his accomplices, his inſtruments, 4. vor. 


And will not charge themſelves. If tuey could do 
A murder for his ſervice, they can lye, | 
Lye nimbly, 'and ſwear hard, to bring him off, 
— You ſay you drew your (word in his defence; 
Who were his enemies? Did he need defence? 
Had he wrong'd any one? Could he have cauſe 
To apprehend a danger, but from vou? 
And yet you reſcu'd him No, no, he came 
Unſeaſonably, (that was all his crime) 
Unluckily to interrupt your ſport: 
You were new-marry'd-—marry'd to his wife; 
And therefore you, and the, and all of you, 
(For all of you 1 mutt believe concern'd) 
Combia'd to murder him out of the Wav. 

Bel. If it be ſo 

Car. It can be only ſo. 

Fr. Indeed it has a fac. 
Car. As black as hell. 

C. Bald. The law will do me juſtice: {end fo! 
| the magiſtrate. 

Car. I'll go myſelf for him Exit. 

Vil. The ſe ſtrong preſumptions, I mult ow:, in- 
Are vielent againſt me; but l have [ deed, | 
A witneſs, and on this fide heav'n too. | | 
Open that door. | | 
Door opens, and Pedro is krougbt f rward by Villeroy's 

Servants. 

Here's one can tell you all. 

Ped. All, all; ſave me but from the rack, 1 
confeſs all. | 

Vil. You and your accomplices deſign'd | 


To murder Biron? —Speak. 


Ped. We did. | 
Nil. Did you engage upon your 1285 wrongs, | 


©r were employ'd? 1 


* Ped. He never did us wrong. 
Lil, You were ſet on then? 
Ped. We were ſet on. 385 | 
Vil. What do you know of we? 
Ped. Nothing, nothing : 
You ſav'd his life, and have Aiſcover d me. 
Lil. He has acquitted me. 


17 you would be reſolv'd of any thing; 
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Ped. He did; and he — with us when ten 
done. 
C. Bald; If this be true, this horrid, horrid ta. 
t is but juſt upon me: Biron's wrongs 
Muft be reveng'd; and | the cauſe of all. 
Fr. What will you do with him? 

C. Bald. Take him apart 
I know too much. {Pedro pay is, 
Vil. I had rorgot——Your wretched, aying in, 
Gave me this letter for you. [Gives it to Baldwin, 

dare deliver it. If it tpcaks ot me, 
[| pray to have it read. | 
C. Baid, You know the hand. 
Bed. I know 'tis Biron's hand. 
C. Bald. Pray read it. | Belford read. the letter, 
«3 1 Ry: 
find | am come only to lay my death at your 
I am now going out of the world; but can. 
not forgive you, nor my brother Carlos, for not hin. 
dering my poor wife, Iſabeila, from marrying with 
Villeroy; when you both «Knew, from ſo many let. 
ers, that I was alive. © Bizon,” 
| Vil. How '— Did you know it then? 
C. Bald. Anazement all! 


Enter Carlos, with Offcers, 


—Oh, Carlos! are you come“ Your brother here, 
Here, in a wretchea letter, lays bis death 
To you and me—Have you cone any thing 


'Y 


ö 


| 


To haften his ſad end? 


| Car. Bleſs me, Sir, I do any thing! Who, 1? 
C. Fald. He talks of letters that weile lent to us, 
| never heard of any Did you know 
Ne was alive? 
Car. Alive! Heav'n knows, not I. 
C. Bald. Had you no news of hin, from a report 
Ir letter, never? 
Car. Never, never, I. | 
Bel. That's ſtrange, indeed -I know he often writ 
Co lay before you the condition [To C. Baldwin, 
Of his Hard ſlavery: and more, I know, 
That he had ſeveral aunſwers io his letters. — 
He ſaid, they came from youu; you are his brother, 
Car. Never from me. 
Bel. That will appear. 
The letters, I believe, are ſlillabout iow 
For ſome of em 1 ſaw but yeiterday, 
C. Baid. What did thoſe anſwers ſay ? 
Bel. 1 cannot ſyeak to the particulars; 
But I remember weil, the ſum of 'em 
Was much the ſame; and all agreed, 
That there was nothing to be hop'd from vou 
That 'twas your barbarous refolution 
Co let kim perith there.- 
C. Baid, Ob, Carlos! 
a brother 
Car. This is a plot upon me, 
He was in f]-very, or was alive, 
Or heard of him, befere this fatal hour, 
Bel. There, Sir, I muft confront you, 
He ſent you a letter, to my knowledge, laſt night; 


Carios! badt thou been 


I never knew 


He ftands upon his anſwer, | And you ſent him word you would come to him 


i Bel. Who ſet you on to act this horrid deed? 
C. Bald. I'll know the villain give me yd! 
his name, 


Or I will tear it from thy bleeding heart. 


Ped. I will confeſs. 

C. Bald. Do then. | 

Ped. It was my maſter, Carlos, your own we. 
C. Bald. Oh, mogftrous ! monſtrous! moſt un- 
. ' Nera 8 | 
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1 fear vou came too ſoon. 
C. Bald. Tis all too plain. 
Brins gut that wretch before hint. [Pedro produced. 
Car Ha! Pedro there - Then | ama caught, in- 
Bel, You ftart at fight of him; {deea! 
He has confeſs'd the bloody deed. 
Car. Well then, he has eonfeſs'd, 
And I muſt anſwer it. 
Bel. Is there no more? 
Car. 5 '—what would "ue _ more? I know 
| * 8 
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C. Bald. Why haſt thou done all this ? C. Bald, Pray give her way; ſhe'll hurt nobody. 
Car. Why, that which damns moſt mea, has ruin's| Ia. What have you done with him? He was here 
The making of my fortune. Diton ſtood [ me; but nov; 
Between me and your favour: while he liv'd, I ſaw him here. Oh, Biron, Biron! where, 
| | had not that; hardly was thought a ſon, Where have they hid thee from me? He is gone 
1 And not at ali akin to your eſtate, — — But here's a little flaming cherubim— 
I could not bear a younger brother's lot, | Child, Oh, ſave me, lave me! 


To live depending upon courteſ 


[Running ta C. Baldwin. 
Had you provided for me like a father, 


Iſa. The Mercury of Heav'n, with filver wings, 


4 


] had been till a brother. Impt for the flight, to overtake his ghoſt, 

C. Bald. Tis too true: and bring him back again. 
] never lov's thee, as I ſhould have done: | Chi'd. ! fear ſhe'll kill me. 
It was my fin, and Jam punith's for't. | C. Bald. She will not hurt thee. 3 
Oh! never may diſtinction riſe again ; She flings azvays 
In families: let parents be the fame | La. Will nothing do? I did not hope to find 
To ail their chilaten; common in their etre, Juſtice on earth; tis not in Heav'n neither, 
And in their love of em I am unhappy, | Biron has watch'd his opportunity 
For loving one tod well. Softly; he ſteals it from the Keeping gods, 

Fil. You knew your brother liv'd; why did you | And ſends it thus [ Stats berſelfe 
doch pains to marry me to Jiabella? [take Now, now I laugh at you, defy you all, 

Car. I had my reafons for't You tyrant murderers, 


Vil. More than I thonght you had, Vil. Call, call for help—Oh, Heav'n! this was 
Car. But one was this— too much. 
knew my brother lov'd his wife ſo well, C. Bald. Oh, thou moſt injur'd innocence! Yer 
That if ever he ſhould come home again, Live but to witneſs for me to the world, [ lives 
He could not long out-live the loſs of her. How much I do repent me of the wrongs, 
Bel. If you rely's on that, why did you kill him? Th' unnatural wrongs, which I have heap'd on thee, 
Car. To make all ture, Now, you are anſwer'd | And have pull'd down this judgment on us al!. 


all. | f il. Oh, ſpeak, ſpeak but a word of comfort to 
Where muſt I go? I am tir'd of your queſtions. me, 

C. Bald. I leave the judge toteil thee what thou C. Bald. If the moſt tender father's care and love 
A father cannot find a name for thee, Lart; Of thee, and thy poor child, can make amends— 
But parricide is highett treaſon, ſure, | Oh, yet look up and live. 

To ſacred nature's law; and muſt be ſo, Ja. Where is that little wretch ? 

$0 lentenc'd in thy crimes. Take him away— [ They raiſe her, 
The violent remedy is found at laſt, [ die in peace, to leave him to your care, 

That drives thee out, chou poiſon of my blood, | have a wretched mothe:'s legacy, 

Infected long, and only foul in thee. A dying kiſs—prav let me give it him, 


[Carlos Jed off: | My biefling ; that, that's all I have to leave thee, 
Grant me, ſweet Heav'n, thy patience to go thro' Oh, may thy father's virtues live in thee, 
The torment of my cure—Here, here begins And all his wrongs be buried in mftgrave! [ Diet. 
The operation—Alas! ſhe's mad. | Pi. She's gone, and all my joys of life with her, 


| 4 | 5 
Erter Wabella diſtracted, beld ty her Mien; her | C. Bald. Poor, wretched orphan, of mo wretch 


Fe a | : | foes The very rocks would melt, [ed parents! 
Hair diſpevell d; ber little Son running in before, Saften their natu e, ſure, to foſter the. 
b:ing afraid of ber. | 


[ find it by myſelf: my flinty heart, 
Vii, My Iſabella! poor, unhappy wretch! { That barren rock, on which thy father ſtarv'd, 
What can I ſay to her? Opens it's ſprings of nouriſhment to thee; 
J%½. Nothing, nothing; *tis a babbling world Tnere's not a vein but ſhall run milk for thee. 
I hear no more on't, When does the court fit? — Oh, had I pardon'd my poor Biron's fault, 


You look like one of the pale judges here His firſt, his oniy fauit—this had rot been, | 
Minos, or Radamanth, or Eau To erring youth there's (ome compaſſion due; 

Il have heard of you. But while with rigour you therr crimes purſue, 

I have a cauſe to try, an honeſt one; What's their misfortune, is acrime fur you. 5 
Will you not hear it? Then I muſt appeal Hence learn, oFenging children to forgive: 


Tothe bright throne—Call down the heav'aly pov [ue puniſhment to Heavn— dis Heav'n's preta- 
To witneſs how you ule me. ED [ers gative.. 
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